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INTRODUCTION TO THE SECOND EDITION: 


a note to the author by 
WILLIAM CARLOS WILLIAMS 


Your style in these poems shows that the American idiom 
as well as the variable foot is your constant concern. The 
present and the future of the language we speak depends 
on your generation—the vigor of your attack on the 
problems with the language is very important to me, it’s 
up to you of the present generation to carry it forward. 

You have been innoculated with the authentic virus, 
I like your poems. . . . I must be forgiven if I show a 
weakness for LYDETTE which is more lyrical than some of 
the others; that comes through to me perfectly. I want to 
test the ear of a poet if I am to accept him and in this 
poem you reveal a perfect ear. I am grateful. I am con- 
scious of a perfect ear in whatever you write but THE 
AMERICAN must be strictly adhered to if it is to succeed. 
You do just that.... 

I’m proud of you as an artist, your intelligence shows 
no sign of weakening under the strain the measure puts 
you under. As craftsmen it would be better if we lived 
closer together as they did in London or Florence during 
the sixteenth-century for a nearby exchange of ideas but 
we'll have to do the best we can. ... Right now with a 
new language to work on if we are up to it we have at 
least a chance. Let’s see what we can make of it. 


Rutherford, New Jersey 
June 1960 
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PLANE BACK 


A bullet with meaning in the face 
Will speed me back, to you; 

If we can gain again one-half 
The grace of understanding, 

It will be worth it. 


THEATER INTERMISSION 


Margo’s was the laugh— 

The voice was just the same. 
Turning, 

I stared about the theater. 


Odd eyes stared back. 


No name. 
No name. 


Io 


SUMMER EVENING: COLORADO 
MOUNTAINS 


Rockies rumble to the Loveland east. 
Black clouds huddle, plotting 
Strategy of storm. 

Westward, 

The sun through trees politely glows; 
Makes last nods timidly 

To thunderheads, 

Backing out the skydoor, scared-like. 
(Pines nod approval 

At the move’s meetness.) 

I continue, not talking, 

To cabin— 

Wind upping 

And slant drops. 


Glowering, half-acting, 

I snub the little hotblood breeze, 
Take a last look at russet remnants, 
Mutter 

“Cressida” 
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TIME-MOTION OBSERVATION 


Faced with the element called ‘‘Time’’, 
We calculate, then panic, then surrender: 
Meeting that factor known as “Love’’, 
Rush consummate vulgarity, untender. 
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ANDERSEN’S LITTLE MERMAID: 
COPENHAGEN 


My dovebreasted, 
My love in thirty languages I’d sing now, if I could— 
Nay do! ... for none shall hear but you 
By this cold sea, 
Outlooking as a dream in greys— 
Sometimes pastels. 
Look seaward, always, 
Lovely. 
Hope beyond Hope ! 
What then of heaven 
And the soul you won ? 
Could it surpass our love ? 
Hope beyond Hope, My Life, 
And doubtful contracts 
With a flighty God. 
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ECHO’S APOLOGIA 


Now if anything wields a sway over our souls 
comparable to the sight of beauty itself, 

it is to learn .. . that they ave at the mercy 

of beauty, of the dvead power of its sweetness. 


—proust: ‘“‘On La Bonne Helene’”’ 


Who wouldn’t sue you through 
These woods, Narcissus ? 

Oh, pity you'll not stay— 
Hear others sing your fame. 


Who wouldn’t want such grace, 
Comely, close-by now ? 

This dare I dare you, love: 
“Just name a single name!” 


Who wouldn’t woo you through 
This vale, that thicket ? 

I dare! I dare again, 

My dark, my graceful, ‘‘Name !" 


SONG FOR A WINDY APRIL DAY 


Very dark 

And very pretty 
Is the Lady 

Is the Lady; 


Very weak, 

All weak in willing— 
That’s my heart, so 
Shall I start it ? 


“Pretty one 

And dark, but fair one 
Linger long, yes— 
Linger here, so:” 


Very clear, 

Though faint at heart now, 
I shall sing it, 

I shall call out 


“Very dark 

And very pretty 

Is the Lady ! 
“Is my Lady.” 
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DEAR JOHN DONNE 


I have not found one 

On that pilgrimage 

And do not choose to 

Search until old age; 

Why even bother with 

The wish or letter ? 

The smaller the illusion stays 
The better. 
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Mr TREVOR KAVANAUGH 


I make my own caresses, true, 
Running the fingers of the hand 
Over the cheek that needs a shave, 
After my daylight hours disband. 


My uniformity ? It shows 

(Upon the outside), vulgar scar: 

The loves I do not have I claim— 
And half the moon, and evening star. 
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TRAVEL VOUCHERS 


I. Of Colin-of-the-A bstracts 


Each time, the biscuit that looked sweet 
Turned into sawdust at the flick of tongue. 


Each time the surging heartbeat pulsed, 
The melody (so moving !) stayed unsung. 


II. Of Konrad-of-the-Resumés 


And when she turned 

And looked at me 

And when she (so !) inclined her head, 
I, wanting other to say, said 

“You are my little love and only love,’ 
And wished to God 

We both 

‘Were dead. 


» 
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CHORUS: 


VOICE: 


CHORUS: 


VOICE: 


CHORUS: 


QUARTET: 


CHORUS: 


QUARTET: 


CHORUS: 


READING 
IM. ATC. 


Father and God, 

Pain and sleep 

And dog with questioning eye 
Uplifted. 


Never admit when you are 
Bested; 


That that zs is that requested. 


Lilt and love 

The Eden days 

And yellow pumpkin ; 
Tractor and lane 


And the clean dust. 


Fly in the waterjug, 
Boy dumped all— 
Guide but smiled, 
Temper in cheek— 
Felt the days of Other 
Coming. 


Boy by bed 
To tears by tears 
Knew the answer, 


Turned the crank. 


Loved and hurt. 
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VOICE: Moved towards a man. 


CHORUS: Plan by hope— 
But life by fight. 


VOICE: Up by Is... and 


CHORUS: The fence 
went 
down. 


QUARTET: Chase the cows, 
For a last time, 
In. 


VOICE: Lose the dare, 
But GODDAM DEATH. 


CHORUS: Into the dark night 
Went by day 
VOICE: Hated and loved. 


Wracked with pain. 
CHORUS: Grey of hair and keened by hurt. 
VOICE: Rheumy of eye from recurrent thought. 


QUARTET: Reft of hope 
But full of Will Be, 
Father and warrior, 
Blood with pure, 
Said of suffering, 
“Let all end.” 
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VOICE: “Hell is now and Heaven enough.” 


QUARTET: Pasture, greening, 
Heard my heart weep, 
As I buried my face in the brown cow’s side 
And wetted her hair with tears. 


CHORUS: Father and God, 
Pain and sleep 
And dog with innocent eye 
Upquestioned. 


VOICE: Never admit when you are bested. 
CHORUS: That is all that is requested. 
QUARTET: Lilt and love the Eden days. The hayrake 
days ! 
Pumpkin time 
And frequent pheasant; 


Tractor and lane, 


CHORUS, And the clean dust. 
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THANKSGIVING MEDITATION 


Every question that was or will be rams to the fore 
Of this red corpuscle, 

Causes the muscle to wonder aloud 

(Death stands shrouded; frail furls) 

Stiffer than linen come from Ireland: 

Some of the sum of the dream’s up-lark ! 

Down of a martyr, bedded, stark, 

Naked and hot with the burning questions 

And off-beat answers. 


Thistle of purple changing to white, 

Yellow the seeding, once-grey, willows; 

Buds of caress 

Rouge holy light 

And black earth’s nightwards upon this island ! 


Say then the words to reach the high land, 
Flat land, fat land, 
Though they’re words of bright blue breath and throb 
My death, it’s 

Romping 

To Ratland 

Crying aloud: 
“Cat and cattle and love! to sky!” 
And here to went, as larks haste home 
And come 
And gone 
Are London, and Rome. 


22 


DOCKSIDE TRUISM 


Fear death near water, Margaret: 
This isn’t new advice, I know, 
Yet somehow forces into mind 
The meaty bit of crab-in-shell 
You now adroitly over-step 
Was once at home far more than you 
Upon this slimey Frisco pier 
On sunday Sunday afternoons. 
Those are the shells that were his legs. 
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DITTY OF LAMENT FOR A KITTY 


Management; labor— 
Dollars and killers. 
“Upgrade and live.” 

“You are what you give.” 
I once knew a lean cat— 
Drowned in the Kattegat, 
Belly-upped in Skagerrack: 
Faithful that feline ! 
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HEIDELBERG, 1958 


The Red Ox 

& neighboring spots 

Warm cool March’s evening (browns, 
tans, orange). 
CASTLE UNDER THE BLACK CLOUD 
FROWN OF FALLEN WHEN, 
GOTHIC AND ADOLF 

And never forget this feeling— 

An almost-upmove touching spirit 

Good or bad; a peculiar hope, 

And Ogod maybe, maybe sort of love— 

Or awe perhaps a better word. 
DEFINE FURTHER. HONESTY. 
BE HONEST. 


Princes are not many any more. 
NEITHER ARE STUDENTS. 


“And the Amerikanz do play such a fine 
Brand of highskool basketball,’ burbled 
The dependent-school-majorswife-mamma 
To the Puzzled barmaid. 
BURNING UNDER THE BLACK CLOUD. 
BURNING. 
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TWO FROM KEFLAVIK 


I. The Counter-clockwise Bus 


Riding the counter-clockwise bus 
The sweating world’s not with us; 
Rather are we the virgin world: 
The waltz that one Vienna whirled, 


Covering all and touching none 
(The retrospective one—and one). 
The clockwise riders hasten on, 
Thinking that races can be won. 


Il. Jet 


See the jet 

Pirouette 

Across the clouds 
Through God’s fast sky ! 


“Get thou the gnat 

Away from the membrane 
Of my 

Left eye.” 
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TWO APHORISMS 


Exile: 
Purer than sell-out. 


II 


Re-dedicate in action 

The product of that seen in fact by your own eye, 
and that gained in meditation, 

As one returns the perfect seed to the soil 

And not to the shelf. 
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POEMS FROM AN ICELAND GRAZELAND 


I. By a Fjord 


One whistle on the wind; 
Less than a second, gone. 


II. Dead Sheep 


The sheep is dead 

In the middle 

Of the pasture-range 

(Rock and green mottle). 

The manly boy kicks his head, 
Crunches a horn down, 

With an iron prod, carefully; 
Says: 

“Wake up ! The flock let here 
Quite a while ago !” 

—And laughs harshly. 

And silence absorbs 

His laugh. 
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DLW’S CHECKERBOARD 


Across the inlet 
Then out to 

sea 
And back 
With fear I looked, 
Knowing time past 
My love and chiefest enemy; 
Knowing the know and now 
A nothing; 
Way-point of everything, 
Everything: 
Past and inseparable present 
Which must be separated. 
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FIGURE BY SEALIGHT 


Down the pathway aside the sea 
sloping its way to infinity 
he swings what he once prized 
at the rope’s dangle 

Downing 

Drowning 

Roughing in and out 
drags the pulped heart 
over the sea wall 
(dipping the lapping and catching on coral); 
wets and renews 

The salt of the sea 
like his dead loves. 

Ashes and clinkers 
toughen his soles 

Yet he walks with a regular step—when he will, 
unafraid for the pulp, 
black from the weathering, 
which the gulls don’t attack 
not the crabs even, after, 

Nowadays. 


The cry of his keening, occasional song 
is dead. 

The head of the natural stairway 
is‘dark. 

The spark of the sun 
is dismay. 


30 


He couches his head 

in his rest 

in the pelvis cradle 

of the comely skeletons; 
Does no more weep. 


Amusing, now, the odd beach toy— 
Not always under command, 

Not ever direct surveillance, 

Until the plucking of the whole. 
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STEAMER 


In the golden gauze of sunlight 
Spun between flowery-and-fluffgrey, 
Regal purple, 

Up the Clyde the small two-stacker 
Pulling . . . pulling. 
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IN DUMBARTON 


( for FLORENCE MARY COCHRAN) 


In Dumbarton 

The little girl 

Pirouetted in the archway 

With the cat. 

Swans in a flock appeared to me 

A dingy lot, in Ayr: 

I could not code the meaning there 
Nor in the omnipresence of 
Dumbarton Rock, 

Or all of Long (the loch) itself. 


Thought and think on the sheep 
Swollen and dead at Nardwick, 
Laugh of touring girls 
Together in summer London 
And two puny Dublin girls in the after-hours 
Hole— 
The Medoc there, 
Its bitterness 
and ten bob lent a stranger: 
How focus almost came a-steady near Bayswater Road 
With the Old Man’s hand of friendship 
(Seventydesperate, but full of pluck— 
All plastic 
From the blitz, the civil service, 
Aud a teaching turn-out earlier) ; 
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He’d no idea he spat breadcrumbs on me 
With the enthusiastic verbs: 
I didn’t mind. 
Think and thought on the too-possessive, 
Sad Scots orphan headed for the Volunteers— 
“T have no friends, 
Just know them I work with,” 
toothless, hopeless smile, 
Scared and seventeen, duck-heading into life. 


And two dear cows stood 
At evening 

Head to head 

Stubborn and chewing 

In a good and peaceful zs. 


Our bus raced for Kilmarnock. 


II 


Frank Pond, blind, went far 

But poor, selling songs— 

New York to Walla Walla to Miami; 
Didn’t have a dog to guide him. 
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III 


Six years ago when I went home 
A new and mongrel pup tore down 
A clothes-line; 
Stole wash cloths, towels, and under drawers, 
Home, there at Umapine. 
We laughed together, you and I, 
So, scolded with no mind to punish 
That exuberance. 
When I remarked 
“Dog giveth and dog takes away,” 
You laughed again, and said “It’s sinful, 
But what I was thinking.” 


God, means are funny things ! 
And ends ? 

... They always need tied up, 
But have fast legs. 
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TREVOR KAVANAUGH’S NOCTURNE 


To you I would cling and sleep: 
Strength and love flow warm, flow deep. 
Need unto need suffices. 

Here are no vices. 
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FABRIC OF SUMMER NIGHT: UMAPINE 


Who watching alone from a quiet hill 
a star 
observed to fall against such universe-blue 
a half-yellow half-moon attesting 
the half-real picture 
Sees now how clouds so softly veil the moon 
and gentle; 
Who, touching, hears them, 
Feels the midnight’s soft light 
velvet and cool 
breeze softly satin 
and cool in kissing 
midnightly soft 
notes 
Clouds wheel and bank to silhouette moon, 
Thoughts to music and more flood sky, 


Stars 
and a few fallingly 
lone 
but 
Bright. 
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REASON THE FOETUS 


(Written aboard ums Russell, north of Jan Mayen Island, 
while on a vescue effort to secure an injured Norwegian 
sailor from the ice-bound sealer Drott, 24th March 1958) 


Warring through the swell of waves 
We the collective sperm 

Directed and metaltipped 

Drive for a future and 

Intend a life. 


Why life ? 

Because of life: 

For the reason the foetus 
Continues. 


Why make life ? 
Because of the joy 
Before sickness. 


Why save life, per se ? 
Because of the fear 
Of wild worms 

And the dark. 
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RHEOBEAT AND OVERTONES 


I. A Self-Indulgence 


Back, back ! demands the drum: 
Back to Was finds What’s-to-come. 


(The going out is equally demanded— 
But easier that movement, empty-handed). 


II. Shooting an Azimuth 


And there I turned and faced the world. 
And here I turn to face the world. 


There’s a difference 
In point of reference. 


39 


LYDETTE 


Gay and garlanded 
Down to the dockside 
My love came runing. 


Warin that welcoming 
By azure waters, 
And both of us laughing. 


So shall I love her, 
Hearing her laughter 
At each journey’s end, 


Never forgetting my 


Smiling aud flowered, 
My dear love, runuiny. 


40 


KAVANAUGH’S REPLY 


There was another 
lovely lovely 

caused a fever 
stemming from seed 
complacent of lip 

rich of teeth 

true of tongue 

lavish in ripeness 

buff skinned 

who whetted such fever 
who knew not of the whetting, 


And I cannot answer 
your asking 

“what is desire 

what is life 

why public pain 

for peach skin 

deep eye 

genitalia 

why asking and pain— 
and only this 

over again ?” 
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MANIFESTO FROM HUT T-247 


(to BILL BIBBINS) 


Like kids talking 
At piglatin 
Poets write. 


The light they want to come 
Ts 
Lasting and bold 
Phallus and God, 
Gem-bright— 
Crucifixial ! 


Each metaphor leaps Up ! 
Dies 
Down, 
Becomes as any Pheonix would, 
Unrisen: 


Ashes of a frown; 
Tinkle on the front porch of a 
From. 
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ON A THEME FROM CATULLUS 
for R.H. 


Odi et amo quave id faciam 
fovtasse vequiris ? 
Nescio. Sed fieri sentio ac 
excrucior. 


I hate; I love. 

You ask my why. 

I do not know 
Although I try 

To understand: 

And I must cry 

“It pains ! It chokes ! 
In life I die!” 
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SEVERAL MEMOS 


I. Copenhagen: March 


They are cheering Frederick in the street, despite the 
storm: 

But I am, quite despite my will, still unmoved, foreign 

And unwarm. 


II. Bonn Airport 


Though Ingrid said she loved me, I could not reply in 
kind: 

One wonders how he loves who’s run 

By fear. 


III. LaGrande 


Ponce deLeon it’s said sought springs, 
Neglecting other*more refreshing 
Things. 


POEM TO A SOLDIER 


Putting sex drive into squeaking shoe sides, 
Ankles crossing under crude, brown table, 
Khaki-clad the soldier writes his letter— 

Aiming, straining cold miles out from home’s love. 


Warmth’s intense as crinkling sheets are fumbled; 
Now come fiercer, faster leather screeches. 
Cockeyed, purple stamps set passion solid; 

Xes tattoo flap when tonguing’s ended. 


I pause a moment, irked by this young fool, 
Recalling higher loves, book-learned at school, 
Pity a littlk—envy more, I think: 

What’s to be won in act, and what in ink ? 
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TO ABSENT FRIENDS 


Think where man’s glory most begins and ends, 
And say my glory was I had such friends. 
—YEATS 


Some will remember 
Love I felt for them 
And could not say: 


Some will remember 
Laughter, tears, or tea; 
A live rapport. 


Looking, together, 
Wanting towards Truth 
We probed for Worth. 


It’s a warm spirit 


T retain of you. 
What is is always. 
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DEMANDS ON THE SEVERAL ARTS 


From the sum 
Digits, functions come. 


Single or not the gold is there: 
Now let the heart firm the air— 


This is the warp and this the worth, 
Sum of man and sum of Earth. 


Let the movements then express 
The light by dark; the consequence: 


Let the action and the word 
Show forming, growing Man to World. 
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On DUST AND DESIRE 


Bayes’ poetry suggests that man is a creature of mood as well as attitude 

. DUST AND DESIRE not only exhibits a poet’s sensibilities being 
worked upon by mankind’s strengths and foibles, but shows us a man 
who respects his visions enough to insert work and refinement into basic 
sensitivity. .. . For the most part, as in the clever, insightful juxtapo- 
sitions of his “In Dumbarton’’, Bayes succeeds in casting light upon the 
shadows of indefinite experience. 


—David L. Wright 


author of ‘“‘A Summer in the Country”’ 


I know R. B. and there is depth of meaning that will flash to you from 
the heart of these rhymed gems whose facets he has polished with the 
emery of his careful mind. Whether you read by sunlight or candlelight, 
the dartlings may flash now blue, now green, now crystal white. And if 
by chance your mind does not catch the spark of every facet at first 
reading, be sure that some day as you read by still another light, or in 
another mood, an undreamed light will flash upon your mind’s eye. 


—Alvin R. Kaiser 


author of “‘Doctor in 


The poems for DUST AND DESIRE are notable for the specific, con- 
crete images that separate poetry from mechanical prosody. ‘‘Graze- 
land” compares | with Sandburg. It JS, not presents but IS the reality. 
“Dumbarton” can be a lesson in human-ness. “Kavanaugh” s Nocturne” 
has the grandness of simplicity and surgeon-touch sureness. ‘‘Chec er- 
board” exemplifies MacLeish’s ‘a poem should not mean but be’. The 
memos will last; their significance grows in reflection. 


—Mark Anthony Foster 
Florida State University 


